ON     THE     OCEAN    WAVE

ing over the rail at his  side.   The man made no
answer.

" She's practically unsinkable, you know/5 Mr.
Jones added, confidently. But still the man said
nothing. He only kept his eyes fixed on one of the
boats.

Turning to another man beside him, Mr. Jones, with
a kind of challenge in his voice, repeated, " She's
practically unsinkable ! "

" Depends what you mean by practically,35 answered
the other, shortly.

" I mean she can't sink ! '5 cried Mr. Jones. " She's
built in watertight compartments or bulkheads or
something. They tell me she's practically unsink-
able."

" Dangerous word, practically," said the other.
" So's virtually." And he moved away.

" There's the last boat putting off," muttered
someone.

" But they'll all be called back directly," said
another ; " I've heard we are to go ahead stern-first,
under half-steam."

" No place for yours truly," Mr. Jones heard the
funny man say. " When we get back to no-place-
like-home, we must agitate for * One Man one Boat *.
I'll raise the question in Parliament. One bloody
Man one bloody Vote, as the rustic said of Manhood
Suffrage. It'll sweep the country like a Reform
Bill! " No one laughed, and Mr. Jones heard him
singing as he strolled away, " But I'll go down with
the ship I love ! "

For himself, Mr. Jones banished all thought of fear.
" Unsinkable ! Going astern under half-steam ! "
he kept repeating to reassure himself. The crew and
all the passengers were quieter now that the boats had
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